"Television on demand? No thanks: I want more of the shows that I don't ask for and don't like."

Netflix is taking away the joy of discovery when it comes to television.
I love any television drama with an orb and sceptre in it. From Wolf Hall to The Lost Prince and Victoria, I'm so glued to the box I can almost lick the screen. So imagine my pain when I realised I can't share in the orb-tactic experience that is The Crown: a ten-part series covering the modern royal family, which is expected to run to sixty episodes eventually and has already cost ÉIOO million.
Why am I an exile from this small screen bliss? Because, unlike half the nation, I don't have Netflix. And it's my own puritanical fault. Something at the core of me objects to the subscription model, where TV programmes are streamed to the customer on demand. A schoolmarm side of me dislikes the idea of the impatient, voracious, sensation-bloated viewer being gratified whenever they like. Perhaps because I know that needy person could so easily (will?) be me.

[image: ]I still have a sentimental 20th-Century attachment to drama as 'Event TV'; the notion that a vast proportion of the population will sit down and tune in to exactly the same gripping programme at precisely the moment as their neighbours, friends and family - that the next day your colleagues will talk through the screening with the certainty you watched it too. Later, in the pub, regulars will discuss an unseen plot twist over their pints, and everyone will feel they have a small stake in family entertainment.
Extraordinary to think it now, but on Christmas Day 1986 just over 30 million people tuned in to EastEnders to see Dirty Den hand over divorce papers to his wife Angie. In the US, the "Who Shot JR?" episode of Dallas attracted a mind-boggling 90 million viewers. Clearly, quite a few people cared more about these characters than they did about their own family. Woe betide the unworldly fool who phoned at a key moment: they would be excommunicated for life.
Many of my classmates in the 1980s channelled their teenage passion and anxiety into TV soaps. One friend was so distraught when Bobby Ewing was shot that she kept bursting into tears for a fortnight. Another became so addicted to Neighbours that when she started medical training, she fell swiftly in love with an anaesthetist, who was the only other doctor at Guy's to sneak off at teatime for a dose of Scott and Charlene.
I was more of a BBC drama addict myself. My recent delight at The Night Manager zoomed me back to the first, great addictive Le Carré adaptation, Tinker Tailor Soldier Spy (1979), starring Alec Guinness. When it was on, a spaceship full of aliens could have landed in the garden and my mum and I wouldn't have budged. We needed our fix.
Netflix, Amazon and the iPlayer have changed the landscape of our televisual viewing. No longer will we idly watch something unfamiliar just because it's on the box and then find ourselves seduced by Etruscan history. Boredom first drove me to One Man and His Dog, but respect and Collie-love kept me watching. My knowledge of the classic cinema canon comes almost entirely from Sunday afternoon viewing, when the only alternative TV was sport.

How else would I have watched Ice Cold in Alex fifteen times? Or Went the Day Well, Random Harvest, Whisky Galore, or Black Narcissus? And I'm grateful to all those times the afternoon's viewing was so deathly I had to read a book, or climb a tree instead. My children will never know the quiet despair of tuning on the box to find its Crown Court and so opt for Jane Austen instead. [image: ]
Paper 5 Questions
1. [image: ]Read paragraph 1, comment on the writer's use of sentence structure in this paragraph. (2 marks)
2. Read paragraph 2, using your own words explain why the writer dislikes Netflix. (2 marks)[image: ]
3. Read paragraph 2, explain the effectiveness of the image, "exile from small screen bliss", in conveying how the writer feels about not having Netflix. (2 marks)
4. [image: ]Read paragraphs 3 and 4, using your own words explain what the writer means by the term "Event TV". (2 marks)
5. Read paragraph 5, in your own words explain the effect that TV can have on us. (2 marks)
6. Read paragraph 6. How does the writer's use of sentence structure show how she and her mother felt about watching television? (2 marks)
7. Read paragraph 8. Comment on the writer's use of sentence structure in this paragraph. (4 marks)

16 marks
5. 
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2. Why am I an exile from this small screen bliss? Because, unlike half
the natipn, I don't have Netflix. And it's my own puritanical fault.
Something at the core of me objects to the subscription model, where
TV programmes are streamed to the customer on demand. A
schoolmarm side of me dislikes the idea of the impatient, voracious,
sensation-bloated viewer being gratified whenever they like. Perhaps
because I know that needy person could so easily (will?) be me.

3. I still have a sentimental 20th-Century attachment to drama as ‘Event
TV’; the notion that a vast proportion of the population will sit down
and tune in to exactly the same gripping programme at precisely the
moment as their neighbours, friends and family - that the next day
your colleagues will talk through the screening with the certainty you
watched it too. Later, in the pub, regulars will discuss an unseen plot
twist over their pints and everyone will feel they have a small stake in

family entertainment.

4. Extraordinary to think it now, but on Christmas Day 1986 just over 30
million people tuned in to EastEnders to see Dirty Den hand over
divorce papers to his wife Angie. In the US, the "Who Shot JR?”
episode of Dallas attracted a mind-boggling 90 million viewers. Clearly,
quite a few people cared more about these characters than they did
about their own family. Woe betide the unworldly fool who phoned at a

key moment: they would be excommunicated for life.

Many of my classmates in the 1980s channelled their teenage passion
and anxiety into TV soaps. One friend was so distraught when Bobby
Ewing was shot that she kept bursting into tears for a fortnight.
Another became so addicted to Neighbours that when she started
medical training, she fell swiftly in love with an anaesthetist, who was
the only other doctor at Guy’s to sneak off at teatime for a dose of
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I was more of a BBC drama addict myself. My recent delight at The 3
Night Manager zoomed me back to the first, great addictive Lg Carré
adaptation, Tinker Tailor Soldier Spy (1979), starring Alec Guinness.
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